( 63 ) 

verfe with the ladies, and related, bv their 
defire, his Hiflory and Adventures, which he 
was not a little pleas’d to find, drew tears 
from his fair hearers ; and it happen’d one 
day, when the ladies were gone to take an 
airing, and having nothing particular to do, 
he fat himfelf down in an arbour, and began 
to fing the following Song, which he made 
on Fatima. 

SONG. 

I. 

J7ICRLE fortune, changing power, 
Shifting every day and hour; 

Turn again thy wheel to me, 

Give me blooming Fatima. 

11 

Sacred from the watry grave, 

From the afMiaating Have ; 

How 


( 69 ) 

How, alas ! have I been toll. 

Doubly, doubly, now I’m loft. 

III. 

Should my fate now change the fcene. 
Give me friends and wealth again ; 

Love has fo improv’d my woe, 

I would flay, tho’ I might go. 

IV. 

Fatima is all my care, 

She is lovely, good and fair * 

Such, alas ! my froward fate, 

I mull love where I fliould hate. 

Fatima with her companion chanc’d to he 
coming near julh at the very time he began 
to ling, and flopp’d to lillen without being 
perceived, and walk’d carelefsly by after- 
wards as not feeing of him } he proceeded 
fen wilfully, went farther into the aibout* 
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